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fight, even if wounded, while they still had strength to pull the trigger. Many of these wretched children, indoctrinated and conditioned, carried out their orders to the last.
I wonder whether I would have done the same, if suddenly whipped away from the City of London College and put into trenches in Belgium?   Honesty compels me to answer like Eliza Doolittle: "Not bloody likely."   The German boys fought like little devils. The cruel wasp and crocodile flamethrowers were used to subdue them in their foxholes.  Even then, half-demented boys exposed themselves recklessly to fling grenades, which exploded harmlessly against the steel hulks.   The Canadians had no alternative.   They could not use their artillery against a Dutch town and it was imperative to cut the war short.  Their justification is the same as that for using the atom bomb at Hiroshima. Anything to shorten the war and stop the killing.
All the same it was dreadful, and the thought of those boys haunted me for days; it haunts me still.
The end drew nearer. The Canadian Press camp moved to Almelo; even then, with the crumpling of all serious organised resistance, we could not reach the front in a day. One arm of General Crerar's army lunged far north and north-cast into Germany, to Emden and beyond; other tentacles were reaching to the North Sea in many places, to the Zuider Zee and towards the fortress of Holland, where the towns of Amsterdam, The Hague, and Rotterdam awaited their long-deferred liberation. It was the Poles who entered Emden, and one of the war's happiest coincidences was that, in their victorious sweep forward, they freed a prison camp at Oberlangen, Stalag Vic, containing no less than 1,800 Polish women. Most of these women had been rounded up at the time of the Warsaw revolt and some had been in live different camps before being concentrated in Oberlangen, near Lathen.
Practically all the German guards had fled before the advancing Poles. The first Polish soldier to arrive at the barbed-wire barricade was a grimy motor-cyclist, nearly falling oil' the saddle with fatigue. He was mobbed and overwhelmed with kisses by the crying, indescribably happy women, He said the Polish equivalent of; " Goddam, WhatGOO, he captured the key battery at Mcrvillc. But that is another story—described in By Air to Battle, the olficial account published in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
